All that ky behind her. This new Helene Willfuer was
strong, she was ready to face life and overcome it,
despite everything. There was no question of heroism
or display—she set about it in her quiet, matter-of-fact
and thorough way. She had books brought to her.
Treadwell's Qualitative Analysis and Henrich's pleasant
book on organic chemistry. These were a protection, a
refuge for her thoughts. She was at work again, she
concentrated all her thoughts on her theme, on a still-
unsolved problem of the effect of hydrazine on certain
acids of the aromatic variety. She underwent a new
experience. Removed from the laboratory with no
means of making practical experiments, no objective
outlet, it happened for the first time that something
intuitive, creative awoke in her. With strong-beating
heart she thought out possibilities, solutions; sitting
bent double, she thought with passionate concentra-
tion; she discovered paths in the theoretical as yet
untrodden. She became impatient, hungry to give form
to this intangible structure, to test it by experiment.
How she longed for her bench in the laboratory—her
deserted bench! What a paradise it seemed, pictured
in her thoughts on the blank walls at which she was
staring. Her seat in the lecture-room, in the front at
the right, with its much-carved desk with her visiting-
card on it; the freckled neck of the student in front of
her—how clearly, and with what passionate longing she
saw all this in her mind. To be free again, to be able to
work again, to strive for her goal with teeming brain
and excited hands; to be allowed to work again, was
all that her soul craved. And now she introduced a new
note Into the proceedings, which were becoming more
and more unproductive, a note of strife and impatience,
a note which disturbed the mood of the velvety-eyed
examining magistrate.
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